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Kite-Flying Reginald Haygood Honorable Mention Short Story 
30 
The world was already made when I came into it. I don't even know who made the 
commode I learned to use. Maybe whoever it was made me too. I remember Saturdays 
were already made. On Saturdays in the early spring I always flew kites. I would climb up the 
bank where they had scraped off the earth to build a freeway, cutting a huge wedge out of 
the hill like massive steps on each side, and the wind swept across a long open place. 
One Saturday morning I wandered to the open stretch and let my kite pull away into 
sky. Blue pulling into blue air, pulling out my desire to fly. I moved back and forth in space 
letting the kite out like I was floating, and when I reached where the freeway had been paved 
it was like I was in an empty world. Gradually I worked my way up the flat place toward the 
gap in the side of the hill. The kite passed smaller into the sky. I was a long way from every­
thing. 
The best part of kite-flying was just before I reached the cut in the hill, because the wind 
pushed out harder, and the kite reached and strained on its string. My kite pulled the string 
tight until I was between the high banks on each side. Then it got weaker, and I had to start 
moving forward, winding in. 
In the afternoon it was warmer, and I started over again. I worked my way up, and the 
kite floated deeper and deeper. Unwinding. Blue pushed higher into blue. 
It was always sad when I reached the hill in the afternoon because there was a shadow 
in the gap, and Saturday was almost over. It was this way that afternoon. I rolled in my kite 
feeling lower inside, and I sat down and opened the sack I had brought my lunch in. 
The food was cold. It tasted good, but it made me feel bad, because it didn't seem real, 
and I sat at the edge of the hill looking at the blue air billowing up in the sky. 
I took a different route on my way back from the freeway, and I started walking into a 
field of vacant lots grown wild with weeds. People dumped trash and things in the vacant 
lots, and I never knew what I might find. I found the magazines that day. I was searching 
through some garbage when the polished covers caught my sight, and the naked figures 
glared up at me. There was a photograph of a man's body pressed against a woman, his 
penis thrust inside her. There was a picture of a man's tongue reaching inside a woman, and 
another page showed a mass of white, liquid sperm scattered on a woman's face. I didn't 
know the world could look like that, and there was a deep, sick explosion down inside, and I 
knew that everything had betrayed me. I knew that my world, like cold food, would never be 
real again. 
Streetlights pierced the darkness when I was on the street to my house. I walked over 
the concrete until I got home, and I went inside and into the bathroom for a long time with 
everything cold and white already made when I came here. 
Sunday was cooler than Saturday, almost cold. It was later in the day when I took my 
kite back up to the freeway and let it go into the cool wind that whizzed all around me. Blue 
kite sailing deeper into blue air. Higher. Deeper. It got smaller as I moved up the open space 
until I reached the cut in the hill, passed into the shadow which was even cooler, and the 
wind got weaker. The kite stopped pulling, and the shadow settled on me with the cool, 
deep fear I had inside, dreading Monday. Kite-flying on Sunday was lonely. 
